CHAPTER 288 


May 28, 2014 


“Wait, you’re shitting me right? You’re NOT supposed to do that?” 


It was the middle of the day, and Justin and Chie had been sitting outside, eating 
lunch and just generally going over things regarding their kid. Chie had been laying 
down a whole bunch of shit on Justin that contradicted everything he had ever 
known about taking care of a bay, what with her apparently having nothing but free 
time to skim through Wikipedia articles and websites on parenting. Granted, given 
her position it seemed like something she should be doing, but the things she dug 
up, and the myths she seemed to brush aside from Justin’s mind like cobwebs only 
gave the impression was sitting in front of a computer all day searching for this shit. 


“Nope; not supposed to.” 


“Well that’s bullshit; my father used to rub my gums with alcohol all the time when 
they got sore.” Justin countered with aggravation. It was probably all that nonsense 
about how alcohol was Satan reincarnate or something, because that shit was like 
healing magic when applied to the right wounds. | mean, can’t let those babies get 
a taste for booze, right? He growled a bit under his breath with annoyance at all of 
this; it shouldn’t have been infuriating him to learn how to take care of a baby, but 
the more he actually learned just how wrong everything he knew was, the more he 
just wanted to scream at his incompetence. How could he be expected to father a 
kid when he didn’t know SHIT about what was considered acceptable. Chie shook 
her head slightly. 


“| don’t think your father’s exactly a shining model of parental perfection.” Chie 
pointed out as subtly as she could. Oh Justin knew exactly what she was trying to 
say, it was just no one was comfortable just outright acknowledging the torture of 
his childhood. Justin’s glare tightened a bit; he couldn’t explain why, but he felt 
somewhat peeved at Chie’s claims to Justin’s Father being kind of an asshole. It was 
true too, which is why Justin couldn’t understand why his blood felt like it was 
boiling under his skin. Perhaps it was the simple fact that regardless of what his 
father did when he was on the booze, he was a competent parent. He never did 
Justin wrong in the regard of providing everything he needed to survive. He just 
kind of did him wrong in every OTHER regard. Still, his glare eventually subsided 
because the truth of the matter was Chie wasn’t there, and she wouldn’t ever know 
if he was a good or bad father. To her, she had only the words Justin spoke to go 
by... and he didn’t exactly paint a flattering image. And besides, she was right in a 
lot of ways; he wasn’t exactly the picture of perfect parenthood, and no doubt Chie 
wanted his influence to stay as far away from this relationship as possible. Could 
you blame her? 


“Yes, well, pretty sure my mother used to do that too, and I'll have you know my 
mom was a Saint.” Justin countered. As bad a relationship as he had with his father, 
him and his mother were close. Justin probably held her in slightly higher esteem 
though knowing his father didn’t get anywhere near as bad as he did until she 
started to get really sick; like some intermediately between them, some final 
defense that stopped him from going off his rocker. Alas, these were only things 
Justin suspected, and in truth, probably were just him imagining things in an 
attempt at glorifying his mom more than he already had, or perhaps it was just him 
trying to justify his father going from what he was to... well that. Chie shrugged a 
bit. She couldn’t say with any degree of certainty of Justin’s mother was any good at 
being a mom, because as aforementioned she wasn’t there. She just had to take 
Justin’s word that she knew what she was doing. Except in this particular instance 
because every source she checked was pretty explicit about NOT doing that, 
despite what others may say towards the contrary. 


“I’m just telling you what everyone else is saying. The alcohol on the gums trick is 
outdated.” She sighed, turning her eyes back down to the bowl of noodles in front of 
her, trying to stomach down her lunch, even though the topic at hand did little for 
the appetite. She was just too nervous about everything, her stomach was in all 
sorts of knots that made trying to digest food a chore. Like every time she took a 
bite of food someone ran up to her and punched her in the gut; which given that 
she was pregnant would be ESPECIALLY bad. She just didn’t need all this stress, and 
Justin’s apparent reluctance to accept what was and wasn’t good parenting, what 
he was and wasn’t supposed to do with a kid. He was just making it harder on her, 
since she was getting a really bad gut feeling that she was gonna end up being the 
one doing everything. God knows if she let Justin lay a finger on the kid he’d 
manage to screw something up seriously. He’d probably drop him down the stairs or 
something by accident. Which reminds her, make sure she got a really good crib: 
one that not only would preferably keep their kid inside but also keep Justin out. 


“Old-fashioned still works you know.” 


“Justin...” She groaned a bit. She didn’t want to argue this; she didn’t even want to 
talk about this. She had been running around all fucking week trying to figure out 
what she was going to do with this kid, and she just wanted a couple minutes to sit 
down, gather her thoughts, and try to eat some lunch. She didn’t want to keep 
debating with Justin about the efficiency of rubbing alcohol on a baby’s gums to 
soothe the pain, because at the end of the day, he wasn’t a doctor so he didn’t get 
to say what was and wasn’t acceptable to do with a baby. Justin’s stare loosened up 
a little, eyebrows curving up, tired, sad. He could tell she was completely and totally 
exhausted from all of this. So was he, truly, but it was one thing to be tired yourself 
and one thing to see someone else working themselves to the bone. And the worst 
part is, this was all kinda his fault. 


“Look, I’m sorry... I’m just trying to sort everything out.” Justin sighed. This was just 
as hard on him as it was on her, after all, and he was just as nervous to admit he 
was clueless as she was nervous he wouldn’t have the slightest idea what he 
needed to do. “I think we just need to get away from it all. Go on vacation or 
something.” Justin admitted. What he was really asking of course was ‘we should go 
get dinner or something tonight,’ but alas, he was tired, and a vacation sounded 
really nice about now. If they could leave all their woes behind for just one week, he 
would feel like the luckiest man on the face of the planet. Alas that’s not how 
vacation worked, and their responsibilities would still be hanging over their heads 
like ceiling fans. And besides, they didn’t have the time or funds to justify going on 
vacation when they had so much they needed to buy and do. So yeah, vacation? 
Not happening. It would be nice though. 


“I'd settle for night out on the town.” 


“We could do that.” Justin jumped at the opportunity as soon as he saw it. This was 
literally what he had been waiting to do all fucking week, but she had to keep 
getting sidetracked with all this planning and shit. He would in fact love nothing 
more than to just go out and get dinner with her. Talk about something other than 
their misfortune. Let things be like the way it used to be. It was quiet for a moment, 
Chie absorbed in silence as she considered his proposal. One night out wouldn’t 
hurt would it? They had 8 months to get ready for this; she didn’t have to give up 
her life just yet. She opened her mouth, ready to accept the invitation and try to 
leave behind all her concerns about the baby behind for just one day... And then the 
buzzing of intercoms all around the campus in complete synchronization. 


“Attention all students, please return to your dormitories immediately. Emergency 
procedures are in effect.” 


“Emergency procedures?” Justin questioned, turning around to stare at the nearest 
intercom system, trying to figure out what the hell was going on. It was probably 
just a safety drill; they needed to make sure everyone knew what to do in the case 
of an emergency, right? Nothing to get worried about, though he was curious why it 
was being broadcasted all over the campus; he could have swore that was 
something that was handled by individual dormitories and facilities, not the entire 
campus. Plus, people still had classes right now, right? Chie passed Justin a 
concerned expression before sighing with defeat. One night out, that’s all she 
wanted. But fuck what she wanted apparently; she hadn’t suffered enough 
misfortune yet. She leaned over, picking up her bag as she stood up, ready to leave 
everything behind, including her hopes. 


“Well... you heard them... Let’s just go.” 


